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INTRODUCTION. 
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When I first met Doris Kemo several years ago, I was 
immediately impressed by her exuberant vitality; she seemed to be 
always in bloom. We were attending the same poetry workshop, and 
during those first weeks, when we shared and critiqued one another's 
noems, I became aware of two distinguishing characteristics about 
Doris; that she had Doetic talent and that she was a Holocaust 

• J- 

survivor. Though individually noteworthy, in conjunction, thy are 
evidence of human endurance. 

Umbers is a collection of poems written over a ten year period. 

'VIany of these noems grow directly out of the Holocaust experience, 
and so are filled with awesome details: Nazis, vicious dogs, hunger, 
fear and pain.Each noem has its own integrity and its own tone. 

Where one is comnassionate, another is ironic; where one is an 
overwiew of an era("My Poor, D oor Genaration"), another focuses 
on the meaning of a particular incident (A Cup Of Milk"), oome are 
portraits; some are narratives. All are poetic in their condensation, 
their use of metaphor, the music of their language. 

Doris Kemp is multi-lingual (Polish, Yiddish, German, nebrew, 
English), and her poetry is textured with images of different languages 
and with aphorism and insights of various cultures. For the reader, 
this means that Embers is a unique experience, something like listening 
to the thoughts of the poet directly, without need of translation. 


What makes the poet's effort extraordinary is that she manages to 
Pell the story of human depravity without being submerged by it. 
Not all her noems deal with the Holocaust. Her own humanity, her 
strong sense of self (daughter, sister, wife, mother, friend) 
remains intact. Thus, she is able to examine not only existential 
aspects of life, but also the domestic ones (as, for example, in 
"t-r-- ■" .("The Meal"), with a kind 
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of folk wisdom, and a delightful sense of humor, the poet explores 
human frailty as well as human nobility. Jealousy, greed, and 
foolishness are as much a part of her repertoire as love and courage. 
Above all, Doris Kemp's poems remind us of the universality of our 
own emotions, and in so doing, help us to maintain perspective on 
the human condition. She has a healthy respect for individual boundaries 
we would do well to emulate. In "My Father's Chair" she expresses 
this most clearly, with the balance and wit which make Embers such 
pleasurable reading: "When company visits my home/ I say: You sit 
where you want, / But this chair is mine." 

Embers is an important book, not only because the stories it 
tells have to be told, but because it is a testament to human resilience 
and promise. As the title implies, these poems come after the con¬ 
flagration. They glow with a persistent and beautiful light: the light 
of creation. 



Susan Astor 
1982 
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ABOUT THE POET 


Polish by birth, Doris Kemp is a Holocaust survivor. 
She has lived through experiences so horrible most people 
have trouble reading about them, and has survived spiritually 
as well as physically. Her poems are more than honest 
reportage. Astonishingly, they are full of life and promise. 

Always interested in writing, Doris Kemp has 
studied extensively in workshops conducted by Rebecca 
Rosencrantz, Edmund Pennant, Charles Fishman, Kent 
Ozarow, and Susan Astor. Her work has appeared in 
The Bavside Times, and in the journals of ORT and Hadassah. 
She has read her poetry in the Great Neck Library, at the Fine 
Arts Center in Roslyn (under the auspices of the Long Island 
Poetry Collective), at various Jewish organizations, and on 
several local radio stations. She presently lives with her 
husband in Great Neck, New York, where she is the president 
of the Garden Chapter of ORT. Embers is her first collection 
of poetry. 











In memory of my parents, family 
and friends who perished in the 
Holocaust, in ghettos and in con¬ 
centration camps, and of the 
children who were not permitted 
to grow up„ 


For a long time I have been going around with a cemetery of 

m ?;• 1 haVe talked them ' -Ked thexr advice 

Elisabeth T' f T °f tHem are “ this book 80 that ^ daughter 
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teacher'll! kn ° W ab ° U ‘ them • Thanks ‘° Edith R " d °great^ 
teacher who encouraged me to write fn o A * great 
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band who made it possible. P * P 1 thanks to my hus- 


Doris Bialer Kemp 
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The Death March. 


By Doris Kemp. 


The German soldiers are very restless today. They run around screaming and 
cursing. They are more cruel today then ever, pushing, shoving and kicking us. 

The air is filled with shouts of "Schnell, schnell . 

, . ~ +hp barn where I lie between the sick. Nobody is spared. 

They rush us out of the Darn wnsie 

Whoever can't stand is killed on the spot. 

Outside they make us form rows. We must stand ten girls in a row. all thousand 
of US . 

We are hungry, cold and very scared. We don't know what is going to 
happen to us. We hear that the Russian front is nearing. We have been putting 
our ears to the ground and listening to the cannon fire. The noise of bombing 
is very close.Every German soldier holds his big German shepherd dog on a leash 
with one hand, a rifle on the other, some push a mashine gun and beat anybody 

who gets in their way. 

It's a very cold January night. The moon is bright, but it doesn't have 
one warm ray for us. We managed to find some straw to put between our camp 
rags and our bodies to warm us up a little, but we are still shivering.We look 
like creatures from another world. Everyone has a different shape. We are missh; 
pen now.Looking around I am reminded of a remark one German soldier made 
when we were going to work. We passed some workers in the field, one of them 
said to the other: " Solche hasliche Frauen haben wir im leben nie gesehen". 
(Such uglly women we never saw in our lives).I was thinking then, if only he 
would have seen us, as we really looked before the camp, dressed up, young 

and pretty. 

Now I really don't know how we look any more, all I know is that I am very 
cold and the snow is soaking through my rags. I know that we are facing death, 
but I don't know how to prevent it. I know that they wouldn't let us be, 
living witnesses to their crimes, that they would dispose of us, but how? 

I am imagining all kinds of deaths. I am more scared of the Germans then of 
death itself. I am thinking, maybe they will kill us here. But the villages 
are close, so are the Russians. We are too many, they can t do it in a httrry 
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What will they do with us? In the meantime we must stand ifu the bitter cold. 

It is a long time and nothing happens. After a while they give each girl a 

small loaf of bread, which we devour in an instant; we have not eaten the 
whole day. 

Upon hearing a loud voice, I turn my face. 

Ajhuge soldier with a loudspeaker tries to talk calmly. "We have just received 
an order to take you to Berlin." Now I understand why we were waiting. They 
were olso waiting for orders. "We are going to march to the trains and they 
will take us to Berlin. The Russians are coming, they will kill you all, because 
you were working for us. So we have to save you," the voice is saing. How ironic 
it sounds to me. Those barbarians, those marderers with their guns and dogs, 
our saviors? I have only one thought: "Escape',' but how and were, even a hole 
would do, but even this is unavailable. 

I share my thoughts with a few girls next to me, and they think I am crazy, 
they point to the soldiers and the dogs. Maybe I am crazy, but the idea of ascap 
doesn't leave me. 

We are marched out of camp with shootings and shoutings. We are divided 
in hundreds, the soldiers should have an easier time to control us. 

At the end of the camp, a wagon is following. A women Doctor is forced to ride 
on it. The Germans are pushing us faster and faster. It's clear to us, that 
they are running from the Russians, and even clearer to me that I want to be lef 
behind. But when a girl can't walk anymore and sits down, she is picked up by the. 
wagon.When the wagon is full of girls it disappears into the woods. After a whil 
it comes back empty,and the some starts over again 

Finally we are coming to the trains;they are all bombed out, and the Germans 
tell us that we have to march to Berlin by foot. At night they push us into 
barns and at dawn push us out. We march farther. Each day many more girls find 
they can't walk anymore. They are picked up by the wagon and nobody sees them 
again. 

I get weaker and weaker. Now I can't walk anymore;I olso sit down and close 
my eyes. I have big holes in my feet from the wooden boots that rub my feet con¬ 
stantly. The pain is unbearable. 
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I feel a tight grip on both hands. I am pulled up by two girls. They shiver 
and tears are runningjfrom their eyes, their tears freeze on their faces. What ’ 
the matter? Why did you pick me up? Please leave me be, I beg, but they hold 
and push me on. "You know whaljhappened to the girls who sat down and were tak" 
by the wagon to the woods?They were buried there and not even dead.They had to 
dig their own grave and lie in it.We had to cover the grave with the earth. ’ 
Pointing to a soldier they say: He is the one who pumped a few bullets into 
the grave, not even killing them,” they say, still shaking. They are detemined 
not to let me sit down. They name the girls who were just buried. One of ther* 
1 liked very much. She was in her early twenties, already an artist and a poef 
She had just finished an album of pictures and poems. We were so proud of her 
am predicted a fine future for her.She was such a beautiful girl, her lovely 
blue eyes and blond curls always unruly on her face. I think of her constantly 
and am already afraid to sit down. I wonder if any of us will survive to tell 


the story of that death march. 

I am already half dead. The thought of escape comes back again. I look up at 
the moon, and think it would probably be easier to climb up there. 

All of a sudden I see Ann, a friend of mine, struggling with two German 
soldiers. I hear their voices screaming. One says:"She belongs to me, the othe 
she was on the wagon, she has to die."While they are arguing over her, she 
pulled herself free and ran like a racingjiog back to our rows. Many rows of 
girls are afraid to let her in. She runs until she falls on me. "Hide me", she 
says, "don't ask any questions, I will tell you everything later". 

I let her in; cover her with my body. The two soldiers run through the 
whole camp asking for her. We all look the same way to them in our camp rags, 
and they can’t find her. 

We march on farther. 

Ann tells me, how she was on the wagon, when she couldn't walk anymore, one 
woman came over to her and gave her a sandwich. She shows it to me, she is to 
sick to eat. When they were riding to the forest, the woman Dr. pushed her off 
the wagon, whispering to her: "you are too young and pretty to die." I look at 
her, and indeed, she is very pretty. Her blue- green eyes are now very green. 
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burning with fever. Her brown hair has started to grow back after they cut it 
in Auschwitz. Her face is very pale, and looking almost like porcelain; the 
contrast with green, brown and white is very distinct. 

I hear her saying: "Would you like to run away from camp with me? We have 
now a sandwich, which can sustain us for a while." 

" I was waiting for this a long time. I say: "I am ready". 

I know we can't hold on much longer, they are killing us anyway. 

’We have to pass that village", she says. 

But I can't. She is helping me walk. With great difficulty we make it. We see 
a barn. "Now", I say, "now or never". I feel the swelling is nearing my heart, 
and I know this is my last chance. She agrees and runs first. I, with swollen 
legs, fall into a ditch between the road and the barn. I can't get up. Ann turns 

and calls for me, but I can't move._The whole camp is passing me. 

All the girls, the soldiers with their guns and their big dogs. 

Even though the night is bright and the snow glittering, nobody sees us. 

When they all passed, I got up and ran after Ann to the barn.It was a miracle 
that they didn't see me, if they did, they probably thought I was dead. 
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Not saying a word to us, she brings her boyfriend in. Twenty-year-old rawel 

grasps the situation the moment he sees us.With a wink he signalize me to get 

out o r the house. "You have to hold out untill nightfall", he says. Then poin 

with his finger in the direction of the German barracks, he tells me, There 

/ 

is a ~olish woman working for the soldiers; there you should go. Iv-rill meet 
you there". 

It’s dark; the time to leave has come. The village deserted, the Gem 
in their quarters; the slaves working for them confined to their barracks; 
the dogs let loose. 

7e walk. It’s a short walk. For us each step is a liftime. The big eyes c 
the German shepherds, like diamonds light the darkness. 

I am very much afraid of them. I am trying to persuade myself that we are 
fleeing the Nazis and no wild animal can nossibly be worse. I try to ignore t 
fhe dogs surround us for a while. I feel my heart in the tip of my nose. 

They smell us and run away. 

he make it, we reach the place, but the women is afraid to let us in. 

"-lease we will stay only a short time, only untill Pawel will come." 

She lets us in. "But just for a moment, remember," she says. 

This one-room apartment is living quarters for the women, her four children, 
and also the meeting place for all boys and girls brought by the Germens fror 
Poland and Russia to be used as slave labor. 

"'hey all start arriving, except for Pawel. I beg them to find him. 

I don't know why I have the feeling tear only he can save us. 

Finally he aoears. 

-Listen °awel", I tell him(with courage known only to desperate people). 

"I am nutting our lives into your hands. You have two choices, either you gi 1 
us to the Germens and they will kill us, or you hide us. We are already too 
sick to go anywhere." He takes the second choice. 

It's too dangerous to leave there, so he hides us under the barracks of 
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rh0 collar where he puts us has nothing in it. If. a snail hole next to 
a workover where the soldiers have their tools and wood and do their woodwork, 
v.-hile waiting for orders. In the daytime, they constantly c,° hacx ar.d iorth 
to the workshop. Pawel tells us to he very quiet, they must never suspect, 
that anybody is there. ;iven if they break the wall down, we shouldn't move, 
iach time in the middle of the night when he brings food to us, he is endanger! 
his life. They have permission to be out untill five o'clock curfew. Each time 
he warns us."Please be motionless. The smallest noise will bring death to all 

of us. 


r<iy friend has g 
to let her cry jest 
":Je will imperil so 
"But olease just one 
She is burning with 


angrene in her toes from frostbite and is pleading with me 
once! But I hold her mouth, begging her to hold on. 
many people",I say, and though she understands, she says: 
e let me cry, the pain is unbearable", 
fever, be hold on for a week. 


?he Russians co 
He takes us out of 
I out her to bed. 
clothes. He leaves 
I am overhelmed wi 
away to the army, 
soldier,and he is 


r 0 in. gav/el is bringing one of them to free us. 
the cellar to a house above.Py friend is very sick. 

:he Russian soldier takes me to a deserted house for some 
me there and takes Pawel witn nim to the army. 

sorrow, the only person whojtries to help us is being take 
, e ar e in a strange place. And Pawel, he isn't trainees a 
taken straight to thejfront! 


The 


I fill a bag with clothes, when I go out, I am cought 
front is nassing this way. Schrapnel is flying in every 


in a bat ole. 
direction. 


I feel someone is 
1 on’t k n o w, the 
heavy to carry. I 
.he Russians are 
like their own, s 


null in? me down. "Bo you want to be /tilled. 

struggle for life has left me. The load in the bag seems too 


am too sick to care. I 
on big horses, like in 
hining unnaturally• The 


am watching the battle, 
a grotesque film; the eyes of the 
stars very bright. The snow very 


hors 


whi' 
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In the morning I see many German Soldiers lying in ditches, looking like 
nannekins, without one button missing from their uniforms... 


n awel, where 
■re you lying 
'e v/ill never 


are you? Did you survive? Or after five years in German 
someplace as an Unknown Soldier? 

forget you. You are the first miracle in our survival. 


slavery 








































A Room 

By Doris Kemp 

The most memorable room in my life, the one I can never forget, is 
the room I shared with my family for five years during the Nazi occupation 
It was not by choice that we found ourselves in this room, my father, 
brother, mother and I We were forced there by the Nazis with guns, under 
the fear of death .We were the lucky ones because there were four people 
in our family. The rooms were measured and looked over, three feet per 
person. Families with few members were forced to share a room with 
strangers. The times were cruel; food was scarce; we were cold, but we still 
had each other. 

Our room had three beds and a sofa The most important piece of 
furniture was a table with six chairs around it. Two windows with double 
drapes were hung to conceal our light from the outside in the evenings. A 
crack of light from our window could be fatal for us, so my father covered 
the windowsills with black paper. Next to the window stood a large wardrobe 
which we all shared. 

Until we were forced into the ghetto we got our information through 
the radio. All newspapers had already been confiscated. But soon we had our 
radio taken away also, and this was the hardest. As long as we had the radio, 
we did not feel entirely cut off from the world. The young people needed to 
feel a part of things, to find out what was going on after a while we formed 
an underground organization, meeting in different rooms at night. Szymon 
Widowski was chosen to listen to the radio in a cellar and transfer the 
information to another person and so on until everyone had the 



News. Each night when we returned home to the room, we shared what we 
had heard. Szymon was eventually caught and we heard that he committed 
suicide. 

After his apprehension and death, life changed. There was now little, 
if any, contact for us with the outside We began to depend solely on books 
and our teachers to feel like we were human beings. We were especially 
grateful to our father, who we could ask anything. 

In the ghetto, everyone worked. We kissed each day when we parted, 
and again when we returned to the room .We were happy that we were still 
together. Everyday the Germans caught people in the streets, or took them 
out from work, so we could never be sure when someone would be missing. 

We heard rumors of all sorts of horrors, but we could not believe them. Our 
imaginations were not cruel enough to understand what was actually 
happening. Despite our disbelief, we were always anxious before coming back 
to the room at night. Would all of us be there? 

So this room became a kind of sanctuary for my family. When we sat 
down to our evening meal, it was a kind of celebration .In normal times this 
room would have been beyond endurance. When I look 

back on it today, it wasn't. Each of us had a small place in a corner to feel 
private in. 

We were proud of our father, and respected him a great deal, though 
he was only forty years old. My mother was the weak one, but my father's 
respect for her made us do everything we could to help her. Although she 
tried to do what she could, most of the time she didn't feel well. Whoever 
was not able to work in the ghetto was taken away, so I knew I had to find a 
way for her to be registered. I found a place where they distributed 


needlework to do at home, so I took it and worked on it myself, registering 
my mother's name as the worker. I was constantly stitching, even when I had 
a moment of spare time in the office. When my friends came to see me, the 
needles were never far from me. I was even designing in my sleep. 

-After work we were confined to the room Being caught in the 
street carried the punishment of death It was hard to be so confined in just 
one room and not to be able to see other people. People began to search for 
a way to communicate. Since all the houses on the block were attached, 
young boys and men drilled holes through the walls in the rear of the houses 
and created a passage. They worked on it for quite a while, and when it was 
complete, they felt elated with the accomplishment. Now we had the 
opportunity to visit each other. 

Our room has a special meaning for me, because I can still see 
the dear friends who visited us there, who were later murdered. Somehow 
we found space for them; my friends, my mother's sister, my brother's 
friends; we all visited together. We did this, but remembered to respect the 
privacy of each other when it was required. 

After work, when it became dark, the ghetto belonged to us. 
Whoever managed not to be taken away in the daytime, was safe during the 
night. We visited the neighbors, exchanged books and gossip and gathered 
helpful information. 

The winters were very sever, and we were cold and hungry all the 
time. I remember sleeping in three sweaters, covered with a heavy quilt and 
still feeling the cold. One time, looking out of the window, I saw children 
playing on the other side of the ghetto, the Polish side. They were wearing 
summer clothes and shoes without stockings. I was wearing a sweater and 




coat and still felt cold. I wondered if the summer was not for us. The next 
day I remember saying to my friend," you know the sun shines only on the 
other side of the ghetto; it does not shine for us." 

This room is so clear for me, even now after so many, many years. I 
can see each scratch on the furniture. I see my mother bending down, or 
preparing the evening meal of potato peels. She never knew when they were 
clean enough. Did you ever eat b^ed-po+e+oes and think they were delicious? 



The Gathering Of Lodzer Ghetto Servivors. 
Concord. August, 1984. 


Overwhelming! 

Scatered all over the world, 

We came for a reunion. 

What brought us together after forty years? 

We don’t even recognize each other. 

Four thousand of us, out of thousands, 

Hundreds of thousand, escapes from Hitlers "Final Soution”. 

Eager we look at the name tags on our chests, 

For a familiar face, a familiar name, maybe?... 

Can anyone still be found? 

Constantly we usk,"were you lucky, did you find someone?" 

We are all changed, some fat, some very gray,some crippled, 

Many already widows, many widowers, many sick, many dying, 

But all forty years older. 

All remembering the lost ones. 

We feel like in a temple on High Holidays 
Praying, that history should not repeat itself. 

We listen to speaches: - 

District atorney Holtzman, congresman Gedeon, L^tos... 

We wonder, "Do they really understand? 

Except Lartos, they wern't there- 

We listen to their words; 

We remember the degradations, the inhumanity of men towards us, 
The everyday hunger, the selections to the gas chambers, 

The selections from the ghettos to the concentration camps. 

We see Mangele poiting his finger, 

Who shell live who shell die. 

We see the little ship with five hundred doctors 
Dissapearing to the bottom of the ocean, 

Cause the world had no room for them. 

We are impressed how many of us came. 

We,the servivors, the graduates of Aushwitz, Tremblinka, 

And all other infamious concentration camps, 

Give now to our children,our second generation of graduates, 

To our lawyers our doctors, sciantist, professors, 

Bussinessmen, musicians, and all other profesions 
We can be proud of, the legacy of remembering. 

Theirs now the fights of all professors Butzs distorting history, 

Theirs now the task, 

'• T ot to let it happen again! ! ! 









Escape Prom The Jazis. 


By Boris Kemp. 197 °• 


o are two your.? girl* frozen to the underbelly of a tractor, our legs swollen 
• t ,„, times their normal size. The barn is dark and forboding. A dog smells 
us out and brings the owner in. "Who are you?", he asks. We tell a prefabricate, 
story. "Would you nlease give us some coffee?" He refuses, he is leaving for 

Purlin, escaping from his home. 

He ooints to the racked wagon, which we didn't notice before, 
through a little window, he points to a house across from the bam_-"There y ou 
ill get coffee... the women there has small children, she can t run a ay 
0ne glance through the window and my heart freezes-I see death in the shape 

of the German soldiers watering their horses. 

..’here are we? What to do? "Thank you sir. VJe will go there". 

Be takes the wagon out and leaves us in despair. 

■; e ha ve no choice; wearing concentration camp clothes, we know we'll be spotted 
but if we stay, the owner of the barn will give us away. 

do we go and knock at the womans door. When she ooens it we ask for cofiee 
a n d promise to held with her children and do other chores. 

sue lets us in and gives us breakfast. Hy friend to sick to move, sits there 
half dead. We have not eaten for four days; our bellies reaction to pork la 

is heavy diarrhea. 

The women gives me a basket to fetch some wood from the barn. 

; go out into the wind; the cold attacks me. I collaose in the passway. 

,hen I awake, crawling on all fours, I bring back the wood. 

t don . t k now how long I have been lying there, it seems I have been there for 
P 0u rs. When the door opens, I collapse again. The woman, seeing how sick we are, 
doesn't give us anymore things to do. 


Suddenly the' door opens, in comes a German soldier and leads the women out 
from the house,' shouting at her. "Wo is geshtatet das die Juden sollen bei -■ 

deutschen sein?" . 

Cohere did you get the audacity to have Jewish girls in the house. . 

The woman is Protesting, saying;"they are not Jewish, they are Polish 
- e is very angry at her, after a while he comes back to the house and orders us 

out saying; "I wouldn't harm you, but others saw you, you can’t stay here'. 

- y mi-og hac; -to think fast. I wish only for darkness to come. 

"Picase, sir, would you permit us to stay for supper? The woman promised to giv, 

us su^oer." lie agrees. We are safe for the moment. 

ye are talking Polish to each other, planning what to do next. 

( t fnoi oho tq finn c; nnt.) . 



My Poor, Poor Gen©ration. 
(To The U.N.) 


Hitler killed almost my whole generation, 

Not needing for it to much instigation. 

He found many people able and willing. 

To make their business out of killing 

lie were caught in a grip of utter frustration. 

The pain and suffering, beyond imagination. 

Vje were like animals caught in a trap, 

Even if we had wings, they wouldn't flap. 

It was not some kind of play, or fiction, 

The cruelty and horrors are beyond description. 

In the midst of this destruction, I didn't stop wandering 
There is the world, with all it's pondering. 

I was often thinking of the people outside, 

Dnthey really care, or take it in stride? 

0J are in th e- s t re e -ta . to , , 

AWt-gatjHTg^^ of h p a v y rrfv ™ 

Now, years and years after, the world is still the same, 
Nothing has changed, people are still ready to maim. 

The stage has changed, the actors as they were, 

They look over the abyss, and are not aware. 

All my lost people marching in me, 

Always and always to the same melody, 

They force me to tell you about their fate, 

The world should beware, before it's to 'late. 

The world should correct it's old mistakes, 

And try to watch out for it's hidden snakes. 

They are looming on all sides of the glooe, 

Sometimes they even dressed in a robe.- 

Whert those hidden snakes are reaching the throat, 

Then it's to late to make any note. 

To open the world's eyes, and let it see, 

That to care for mankind is the order to be. 

It could as well be your story, if you fail to remember, 
That everyone of us , is this world's member. 


("Geobels was a priest.) 








When My Child Asked About My Parents. 


All children have grandmas at least one, 

Why am I the only one, who has none? 

How can you to a child explain, 

That a country in power became insane, 

That we were living at a time, 

When killings were legal, and not a crime. 

That they killed my parents without reason or provocation, 

Just by giving an order or proclamation. 

They were cut down in their lives prime, 

Because they were not Aryan, and this was a crime. 

My daughter, you had to be born, to carry my mothers name, 

Because Mengele who killed her did not play a game, 

To bring him to justice is my life's aim. 

She was a proud lady, beautiful and wise,. 

Always trying to help people, not for praise or prise. 

Sometimes holding my head in my hand, 

I thought that my mind is going to bend. 

When our hearts were filled with anxiety and sorrow, 

We didn’t even know, if we had a tomorrow, 

My parent love had such tremendous power, 

That it sustained me in my darkest hour. 

When thinking of my father, who was so handsom and witty, 

I feel very good and mighty pr&tty. 

When I was down and stoped believing in humanity, 

He made me believe in a future without insanity. 

He talked about a bad sheep, who can poisen a flock, 

But could be brought back on the right track. 

He wrote a book I so much cherished," 

It also has in that nightmare perished. 

Day by day he wrote his chapters, 

About the war, our lives and our captors. 

He didn't stop writing with humor and dedication, 

Even when we were treated like slaves on a plantation. 

When I was brooding in my misery, 

He convinced me that the sun will yet shine for me. 

Living in times of such, degradation., 

He never stopped believing in civilization. 

I want you my daughter, to be of them proud, 

To remember, atEf Vfcalk -them weiry 'loud. 

In Long Island our society has a cemetery selected, 

In the midst of it a monument will be erected, 

On it engraved our loved ones names, 

To remember for always our enemies aims. 

When you stay therein silence and look at their pictures, 

They should mean to you more then just fixtures. 

Think of their lives which were so constructive,. 

Even when they were hurting, they wern't vindictive. 

*When you stay there in silence and solemnly reflect 
See to it, that your children and theirs, pay them their respect. 



Now That You Are Expecting. 


You coddled in me kicking, 

Not knowing, that we are crossing the ocean. 
Determined not to have you in Poland, 

Where stones were still wet from blood 
And my ears full of screams of hatred. 

I felt like Moses, bringing you forth to freedom. 

When you were five, you were crying 
For a birthday cake, I couldn't afford, 

How could you understand the gift I gave you. 

Now that you are expecting you first one, 

I am crossing the ocean again, backwards. 

My thoughts are with my loved ones, 

Without graves or tombstones, 

Their ashes scattered to the wind, 

Who never new you, or you them. 

I am promising them a covenent, 

That our descendants will think of freedom, 

As life sustaining oxygen, 

Indentify hatred with gas chambers, and 

Each year together with the Haggadah of Passover 

Will read the Haggadah of the Holocaust. 



My Infant Grandson. 


His eyes try to penetrate me, 

Concentrate to understand, who I am, 

His skin smooth, like soft fabric, 

When I hold him on my sholder 
And he is biting at my neck, 

It's such a happy moment, but I remember you, 
Whose name I never new. 

You gave birth in Auschwitz, in barrack 31# 

'Where we, infested with lice, 

Were lying on the ground. 

Someone was carrying a pail of water. 

Who could imagine, that it was 
To drown your baby in? 

You looked on, to weak to weep, 

But we sharing your grief, did. 

After that, they carried you to the gas chamber, 
Did you want to die? 

Strange things were happening 
With my instinct for survival, 

I still wanted to live, 

I still hoped against all logic, 

That it was possible. 

Someone had to tell the world 
About you, about this. 

And now, I am cuddling my precious grandson, 
Does anyone know, how precious he is?... 
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Picking Flowers. 


Whenever I am happy, I think of flowers, 
When I nick them, I envy their perfection. 
I bend carfully not to demage them, 

Not to spoil their beauty. 

When I touch them, I feel nature 
Is compensating me for suffering, 

Or showing me I too can be perfect. 

When they open their petals, 

They seem to be asking for blessings. 

When I watch others pick them, 

They always smile, look graceful, 

As if something holy is satled on them. 
While colours in other settings clash, 
Flowers always grow harmoniously together. 
When they whither, I run and look 
At my face in the mirror, aging... . 




Our Thirtieth Year In America. 1977 - 


We had good years, had years, 
Struggling, losing, winning year-o, 
War years, peace years, 

Happy and unhappy years, 

Lonely years, busy years; 
Celebrations, mourning. 

All this; A big sum 
Of thirty years in America. 

Hot or cold, lean or fat, 

Somehow, they went just like that 


«» 
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Three Worms. 


Brown worm basking in the sun 
On a green leaf in the garden; 

Red worm edges him away, 

"Why this leaf, there 
Are so many more?" 

Green worm inches over, 

'•I saw this leaf first!" 

The three begin to fight. 

Brown loses an eye, 

Red a joint, 

The fight goes on. 

Green worm is sure 

At battles end 

The leaf will be his. 

One drop splatters, then another, 
It rains, it thunders, it pours. 
They don’t notice the rain, 

Too involved in the fight, 

Too exhausted to run for cover. 

It’s morning. 

Cat stops in front of a leaf 
With three dead worms on it. 

He arches his tail and wonders... 





Hope . 


A long time ago, in a dark forest, 

Jealousy met Hatred. 

Bo}h thinking themselves powerful 

Started to argue, 

Which of them has predominance. 

Jealousy, counting her virtues, said: 

"I am everywhere", "So am I, said Hatred, 

"You deceive yourself by disguising , 

Many don’t recognise you, 

So you think, yours is the |eater power, 

But look at me, I am known from pole to pole". 

The argument became louder and louder. 

For a moment a ray of light pierced the forest, 
Both of them noticed Love sitting on a tree. 

Like lightening it struck them, that they 
Are the real friends, sharing equal power, 

But the real enemy is Love. 

They overpowered her and buried her under 

That tree, where she is still waiting to be free 



A Stone. (Memory of Poland). 


"It's Christmas”, Mother warns father, 

"Be careful.” 

My brother scrubbed, in his Sabbath clothes, 

His prayer book under his arm, festive. 

Ifs Hanukkah, he • s looking forward to his gifts, 
Skips happily out the door, returns 
A few minutes later in my fathers aims 
Motionless, blood dripping from his head. 

The doctor repeating over and over: 

"This time he is lucky, he is lucky, 

The stone did not touch his brain. 

My father explaining to mother: 

-I did not see the little boy under the tree, 

I only heard him shout: "This for Jesus. 


Homecoming. 


19-45. 

After Auschwitz, 

After a long jorney, 

I aim back in Lodz from Germany, 

Looking for survivors of my family. 

I knock at the door of my prewar home, 
Expecting a letter, maybe a message? 

My heart is beating so fast, 

I think they hear it inside. 

Who are you? A Polish woman asks, 
j tell her, the door is slammed at my face 

1982. 

When you, Polish woman, are' 

Seeking compasion from others, 

Do you remember me?••. 




The Little Red Brick House. 

In ordinary times 

You wouldn't even notice it, 

Standing there between other 
Ordinary houses on the block. 

But, 

In the midst of.war, 

In the ghetto of Lodz, 

This little red brick house 
Which housed the Gestapo, 

Was the torture chamber, 

The extortion center, 

Where Jews beaten, wrenched 
From their last possesions, 

Had no'one to help them. 

The world was silent, 

The walls as impenetrable, 

As the souls of those beasts. 

I was fearful of this house 
As of death itself, but--when 
My father was being tortured th^Le, 

Not even the German shepherds 
Could keep me away. 

With bundle in hand 
I found myself inside. 

"What do you want?" 

A young German shouted, 

With his eyes on my star of David. 

"My father is here”, I said, 

Wondering, that my voice, 

My words sounded normal. 

When he took the package out of my hands 
He looked almost human. 


My Escape From Concentration Camo. 

I thought, if not now, it would be never, 

And I would be buried in a strange land forever. 
Seeing, how a Nazi squeezed a girls throat, 

And rot give by killing her another thought, 

I didn’t believe I could survive 

And chanced to escape, to save my life. 

j always pictured freedom in my dreams, 

Who never lost it, doesn’t know what it means. 

When a Russian soldier said to me: 

"The war is over, and you are free!" 

My thoughts-"0 God" 

Let me understand, let me take it in, 

Let me realize, it's not a dream! 

A while ago-Auschwitz, that living hell, 

Not one good fairy could there cast her spell. 

Freedom! You magical word! 

Did 1 really reach your port? 

Are you here to stay for long? 

Do you finally to me belong? 

Freedom! I could write on every wall, 

That I’ll never take you for granted! 

You're very delicate, You slip away... 






To My Father Whose Name .-as 


Choking to death in a cattle wagon, 
Like Moses, looking over the promissed 
You saw Hitler’s Germany collapsing, 
But you didn't reach the freedom gate. 
While catching your last breath, 

You managed to save my brother, 

Thanks God for this reward, 

X had already lost my mother. 

A German soldier tore her from me, 
While I was holding her very ti to ht, 

He didn’t let me go with her, 

And closed the door, just in spite. 


] 


Now, when I eat, play or dance, 

I always see that Auschwitz fen^e 


My Dear Aunt, 


By Doris Kemp, 1979 


A crincled body. 

Curled and twisted by time 
An intelligent face, full of expression. 

With eyes that look with love at me. 

Bony hands touch mine with tenderness. 
Which I, by instinct, pull away. 

Though my love for her is undiminished. 
My eyes wander away, 

My lungs are deficient of fresh air. 

Her words in her last letter: 

“my contract is over”, glide 
Before my eyes with clarity. 

With cruel reality, what she wanted to say. 

She always wanted to see my husband. 

Her wish now fulfilled, he is here. 

Talking to her, but I can’t remember 
Any wish I might have wished before . 


A Funeral. 


(In Memory Of My Parents.) 

Stay with me just for a moment 
At the open grave, where 
Blocks and blocks of even 
Green little soaps are being buried. 

R.I.F. the initials read, 

Pure Jewish Flesh, 

It's not every day, that 
Hundreds and hundreds of people 
Attend a funeral of soap. 

Maybe it looks grotesque, 

People standing around an open grave, 

Tears soaking their clothes, 

Watching in silence, how little soaps 
Are being laid lovingly, carfu.lly into it, 
Casualties of war. 

Those bars of soap 

S 

Are our parents, our friends, 

Each screw from the Nazi processing machine 
Is tightening on my body, 

I am turning into a block of R. I. F.... 






In Memory Of All Children Killed By The Naz 


Two three year old children playing in such harmony, 
That watching them was, like listening to a symphony. 
Not wanting to separate from each other, 

Kosia and Samus stayed with grandmother. 


When I saw them there for the first time, 

My lips formed the word--divine. 

She with long braids, with big brown eyes, 

He with a wide face always in smiles. 

I teased their mothers, "someday they will marry”, 
In normal times a concern for worry, 

But at four, they were pushed into gas chambers. 











In Memory Of A Fourteen Year Old Girl 

His belly sticking out, 

A machine- gun in his hand, 

The Nazi shoots at random. 

People running in all directions. 

Many corpses left behind. 

A fourteen year old girl, 

A bullet in her arm, 

Picks herself up and runs too. 

At the door of her home collapses. 

Awakes at the hospital with one arm. 

You are lucky the doctor sayis. 

You'll sing at the opera, 

Your voice will enchant people, 

Nobody will notice your handicap. 

Full of hope, she sings, she prepares, 

She will be a big star 

V\ 
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Hunted. 


A few little souls have found shelter in ray belly 
They clog my intestines, I can’t eat, 

They male a so much noise, I can’t sleep. 

Why me? In all infinity, 

Can't they find another place? 

One soeaks to me: 

•'The world has forgotten us, but you remember... 
Remember how I wanted to play with my ball? 

My mother was afraid I would lose a year, 

And at the warfe end, wouldn't know my math, 
Handed me a book, istead of a ball. 

You pleaded with her, that I was only eleven- 

"And I? Remember, when the Nazis. wanted to 
My mother looking for a hiding place, left 
Showing me a picture of a fair, you played 
When Hitlers mouth spewed doom, 

You told me, he is just letting off steam, 

Everything would be O.K.' 

"We feel safe here, but if you will 
Write about us as we were flesh, 

Maybe then v/e can start afresn, 

And stop the noise.in your belly. 


take me away? 
me in your care 
with me all day 














From Our Window In The Ghetto Of Lod 


The sun is shining on the other side 
Of the street. 

Children playing, dressed 

In summer clothes 

On the other side of the street. 

X in sweater and winter coat, 

Cream of warm rays 
From their sun... 
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Snow. 


AIT paintings of you, 

When you cover the forests 

Give the feeling of peace and purity. 

No painter ever painted you 

As a curse for homeless,, 

Cold abandoned people. 


I once drank you instead of water, 

Washed with you and shivered. 

Now, when I watch you 

Through the window of my heated home, 
Falling so peacefully in my backyard. 
Knitting your flakes into a white blanket. 
You look as innocent as a new born ba y... 








Randy The Police Dog. 


Almost like you, 

Sniffing out criminals, 

I once smelled Nazis 
Before I even saw them. 

1 know the stench of 
Concentration camps, 

The smell of ghettos. 

Amazed now, how I enjoy 
Flowers, the scent of perfume, 

Even the offensive scent of cabbage. 

Yet, my favorite fragrance 
Will alv/ays be hay, 

The first decent smell 
After running from the Nazis 

To a barn-full of the best 

Scent God ever gave to men!... 


My Friend. 

(In fnjemory Of Sala Wolinska.) 


A friend of mine lying on her death-bed, 
Dreamed of flowers she couldn't get. 

Her hands were white, consumed with fever, 
Looking at her I started to shiver. 

How could I fulfill her desire, 

When we were surrounded by barbed wire. 

How could I tell her, it's beyond my power, 

To bring her even one little flower. 

Did you bring me flowers?She would always ask. 


Tomorrow. 

(I memory of my best friend, 


Hstusia Friede. ) 


A r>erfeet spring day, a cloudless sky, 

The sun sends warm rays through my window. 

But I am cold, full of fear. 

The year is 19^0* 

A knock, I open the door. 

My friend waltzes in, a beautiful girl, 

Long blond curls, blue eyes, a radiant smile. 
"He sent for me, I am going to Warsaw, 

I have come to say goodbye. 

"Please don't go, I'll never see you again!" 
Why am I saying this? She looks so happy! 
"Don't worry the v/ar will soon be over, 

It seems, like I'll see you tomorrow!" 
Silence. We emraced, kissed goodby: she left 


The sun is still shining, 


I'm colder then before, 


Wrap myself in a shawl, it's not helping. 

I see us growing up, our first loves, 

Our teachers, all things we did together! 

The tears choking my throat, 

Fall with heavy drops, I don't bother to wipe them 
They bring a little relief. Maybe she is right, 


Maybe I will see her tomorrow... 




dark, damp and heavy. 


The night is 
In the midst of war, 

In a barn turned hospital, 

I am lying very sick. 

In a corner by a small flickering light 
Sits a German soldier and a Jewish girl. 

Strange fate brought them together, 

She in charge of the sick and he... 

He speaks to her softly: "You are so beautiful, 

How wonderful it would be to bring you 
To all the exotic places, to dress you 
In the most luxurious clothes!" 

For a moment I am transported to -all those place 

The voice carries me away... 

I don't feel the pain of my swollen limbs, 

Not even the mercilessly biting lice, 

For a moment, I stop calling death for relief, 
And in the darkness of civilization, 

% I am spinning the web of hope... 


A Cup Of Milk. 


You drink it, when you feel like it, 

You buy it, when you lack it. 

Did you ever cry your heart out 
For a cup of milk? 

Many, many of us in rows of ten 
Marching in line, without food or water. 

At night pushed into barns, 

At daybreak pushed out of them 
By tfue Germans with guns and dogs. 

On the fourth day, the Germans decide 
To give each girl a cup of milk. 

We are passing a small village, 

The women run out with big cans of milk. __ 

Our hands with the iron cups outstreched, 

Each waiting her turn, 

Each heart pounding for the milk. 

I am in the end of the line. 

Nothing is left for me. 

My stomach cramping with hunger. 

Why doesn't the milk reach me? 

Bitter tears are running from my eyes. 

I am loosing the dearest thing in the whole world 

A cup of milk... 




A Broken Bird.- 


A little Bird just hatched from the egg. 

He looks around, everything's new, 

Wonderful, delightful, bewildering! 

His mother stills his hunger, teaches him to fly 
Happy and free, he lulls in the wind, 

He is cuddled by the sun. 

It's good to be alive! 


While roaming in soace without a worry in sight, 
He is cought in the beak of a hawk. 

This time he is lucky, he pulls himself away. 

But he falls to the ground with his wing broken. 
Miraculously he recovers, but his songs are sad, 
Forlorn, alert, afraid. 

A broken bird... 






Dianu. 


If we had given the world 
This would be enough 
If we had given the world 
This would be enough 
II we had given the world 
This would be enough 
If we had given the world 
This would be enough 
If we had given the world 
This v/ould be enough 
All v/e want in return 
Is just to be left alone. 

The world gave us Haman, 

This was not enough 
The world gave us Torquemada 
this was not enough 
The world gave us the Crusaders 
This was not enough 
The v/orld gave us Petlura 
This was not enough 
The world gave us Hitler 
Dianu! Enough! 


only the Ten Commandments, 
only Jesus, 
only Einstein 
only Salk 

only Irving Berlin 


My Fathers Chair. 


"What is so special about this chair"? 

My friend asked. 

"It's my fathers chair",I answered, 

Surprised at the question. 

Nobody is allowed to sit on my fathers chair," 
My mother said, when I was growing up. 

Love, respect, protection, v/e saw in the 
Chair, when he was not sitting there. 

A sanctuary. 

When company visits my home 
I say: "You sit where you want, 

But this chair is mine. 
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Peter. 


Peter five, full of rage 
Can't understand why, 

He bangs doors, stamps his feet, 
Protesting his deafness, 

His hand oointing to his mouoh, 
Showing his will to talk. 


I 
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In Another Lifetime On Another Planet. 

The train had one locomotive, 

And two or three wagons, 

But we children saw it as a black gaiant, 

Puffing heavy smoke and 

Blowing the whistle when stopping. 

'P; waited for it at the train stop, 

Watching when it let off the passenger.:.., 

Vjho came mostly to weddings and funerals. 

When mother took us on the train, 

We didn’t dare fall asleep, 

God forbid we would miss anything on the road, 

We waved through the window, 

To all the farmers, even to the cows, 

And thought they waved back to us 
With their 
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Ballerina. 


The music does wonders to her body. 

Her hands stretch in and out, 

Send messages to God, pulling 
The audience, where the music pulls her: 
To love, to hate, to anger, to prayer. 
When she falls to the ground, conquered, 
The theater is silent. 







The Miser. 


In front of him a paper full of figures. 
He counts, counts and counts his money. 
The investments, the dividenqg, the taxes 
He adds, subtracts, adds again. 

All h.is conversations circle around money 

Ihe figures look so good on paper! 

The long nose almost reaching them, 
oinelling them, they have charm, 

He can talk to them, enjoy them, 

They are alive. 

The big pile, which grows and grows, 

To his family and friends; a big tree 
With dead branches; no shade 
And no side for pleasure. 

Now old, after a stroke 

Still counting his pennies, while saying: 
"I would give twenty thousand dollars 
To r;e well again! " 






Eleg 


For A Poor Soul. 


He didn't have a chance from the start. 
His mother died the day he was born. 

The fathers dark looks said it all. 

As a baby, unwanted, unloved, 

Shoveled into foster homes, 

Knowing by instinct, 

That crying wouldn’t help, 

He never demanded anything. 

He grew like an unwatered plant. 


When old enough, doing odd jobs, 

Which he couldn't keep. 

Living/next to nothing, 

Too well for an institution, 

Too sick to fend for himself. 

He had no friends-, no neighbor 
Ever offered him a cup of soup, 

But the stench from his decomposing body 
Brought them in. 

He was dead for a week, 

He died alone. 

Maybe he did himself a favor, 

Never knowing happiness, 

A touch of somebo.dy's love. 

No tender lullabies rocked his cradle, 

No tears were shed at his grave!. 






'33^^ ’ Independence Year Of Israel. 


We scattered in all corners of the world, 

Survivors of the Holocaust, remains 
Of the greatest destruction of all times, 

Ye, who Know what hatred and jealousy could do, 

Vie, who were near gas chambers, 

Smelling the burning flesh of our dear ones, 

We salute you today, dear free Israel! 

You, the shining star of our dreams, 

Which we dared dream, even when taken to the slaughter. 
You today, like we during the Holocaust, 

Surrounded by enemies, crying for help, 

And we today, fearful for your safety, 

Dare warn your enemies, that 
The graves they dig for you, 

Will be the graves they fall into... 


Daganya And Kine'fet, Oct. 1979 
At Dawn. 

With the forest of your palm trees 
Swaying around you, 

With the winding mountains 
Surrounding your sleeping village. 

With silence undisturbed by a dog's bark, or childs cr 
With crisp, fresh air touching you with silken softnes 
I feel you as a living poem. 

The aurora forming a huge belt of red light 
Over your horizon, exposing cirrus 
Of imaginary sculptures. 

My eyes glance 

At the peaks of the mountains, 
unpoiled even by the thought 
That across them is Syria. 

I see Moses giving you the Ten Commandments 
I see God's Hand outstretched 
Over both sides of the mountain 
With concord and harmony. 

At that moment 
I can touch peace... 



A Visit To Czechoslovakia. 1980. 


Towers, Arches, 

Castles of the past, 

Frighten with their gray look of time. 

Reminding us of kings, knights, priests and monks. 
Medieval times, Baroque. 

The Jewish cemetery, 

Seven hundred years old, 

One layer of graves 
On top of the other, 

Witness to persecutions, 

To prejudice against Jews. 

Gray houses with protruded towers, 

Not renewed, not painted, 

Haunt with poverty. 

Castles with painted ceilings, 

Sculptures by masters lost to history. 

King Jagiello at his coronation 

In all majesty, looking alive from the wall. 

The inner splendor of castles 

In odds with the outside poverty of streets, 

With sad faces,.with hopelessness. 

Cities rech of memory, cities of poverty, 

You are dying not from old age, 

You are dying from lack of spirit. 






The Island Of Barbados. 


Where the ocean waters 
As blue as the sky f 
Ocean waves v/hite and foamy 
Beat the shore with music, 

Their songs as ancient 
As the world itself. 

Ihe Caribbean sea with 
Green v/aters, calm waves 
Contrasting the Atlantic 
With its pounding fury, 

Giant rocks, like big sculptures 
formed by the sea, inviting a painter. 

I left my world behind 
And feel lazy and relaxed 
In surroundings begging for a poem. 
Moving slowly as the natives, 

Who serve as breakfast 
For a few hours. 

\ . 


A Visit. 

(0:i My Brothers Grave.July 1977*) 


The four of us together 

For the first time after the war, 

Three of us standing, 

You immobile in the grave. 

Your grave is flat, 

Only a monument can be above the ground. 

I always have the feeling I"m stepping on you 
I don't know where you begin or end. 

The sky cries with me, 

Mixing it's rain with my tears 

With my brothers prayers for the dead. 

The visit is over. You're left behind, alone. 


A Scream. 

I find myself on a cliff, 

One move and I will fall over. 

In the back of my mind is hope, 
Someone will find me. 

In the corner of my brain despair. 

I try to make the best of it. 

Looking up, the sun, the fresh air, 
The bx'eeze, which gives me courage, 
Tickles pleasantly, 

Looking down darkness. 

I hear a voice, someone is pulling me, 
"Why are you screaming." 

1 open ry eyes, was it a dream? 

I wonder... 










Decision. 


You think by day, 

You think by night, 

You try very hard 
To search your mind 
For the perfect solution. 

You want to help, 

You have to help, 

You are the mother! 

You see her suffer, 

You suffer with her, 

You flesh and blood, 

If you only could 

Find the perfect solution 

She wants your advice, 

But it is her life. 

Are you to decide 

For her‘'perfect solution?" 
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My Child. 


You shut your door, 

I respect your orivacy. 

I feel a pang in my heart, 

Your umbilical cord cut, 

Is healed and forgotten, 

But forever attached to me. 

My memory goes back to all stage 
When you were still mine, 

But you don't remember. 

You circle in your own orbit. 
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A Miracle. 


"Unbelievable, he came out of my body?" 

You ' re wondering, 

You, who always thought of yourself 

As Pallas Athena, who full-grown and fully dressed, 

Sevang out of Zeus's head. 

Now you're stuck with diapers... 

"Y'his little baby is becoming my whole universe, 

I can't play tennis, go to a show, travel." 

But, 

Soon your love for this tiny being 
Will be so overhelming, a miracle, 

Like the miracle of creation... 
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Love. 


A faster heart beat, something s 
Engulfing you, 3-ike a tempest, 


Of sun and wind, 

A dazzling appearance, 


an enchanting phenomenon 


In splendid color.' with all kinds of shades, 
Full of songs, dance and warmth, 

Rich as the imagination. 


At times it hurts, it consumes with longing, 
At times you curse it, hut when 
It leaves you, you’re wandering 
Like a blind man with wobbling 
Hands beating the darkness, 

Like a bird, flapping his wounded wings, 

And your body withers, like a cut flower. 
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A Coat. 


The coat in the window was black, 

Almost gray, grotesque looking, 

More like a masquarade' costumeithen a coat. 

IVho made such ^Jgly coat, I thought, 

Who displayed it, who would buy it? 

The next day my F&'tV'O 

Pulled out from the closet the very same coat, 
Sayings"Ijust bought a new coat, 

How do you like it? 

Did she look at my face?... 



2 


Christmas Cactus. 


Christmas Cactus, you ugly root. 

Where did you get your beautiful flowers 

They seem to bring me a message 
From God, or maybe from angels, 

That human weeds with homely features, 
Could also someday bloom with riches, 

Unexpected, unpredicted, if attended 

With a little loving care! 
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Politics. 

Pressing, cunning, fooling 

White gloves-dark mind 

Painted clowns—trapeze, 
Frustration, ecstasy. 
Circus. 





New York- -Big Apple. 


Big Apple, I don't know who 
gave you that name. 

But just the same, you are a 
miniature of the world. 

People from the whole globe, out 
in the cold, 

The browns, the blacks, the 
whites, the mixed, 

They all came to you to be 
transfixed. 

All together in a big cauldron, 
running, pushing, screaming, 

They all having a share in your 
growth, are beaming. 

We all came here with our hopes 
and dreams, 

Which that STATUE OF LIBERTY, 
for all of us means'. 

To seek freedom from poverty, 
oppression or despair, 

They made you a miracle,a 
world center, a fair! 

You grew, and grew, and grew 
And grew yourself into trouble. 

People with dreams, vision and 
foresight, where are you? 

Maybe in your homes you think 
its fair, 

That you have become too 
satiated to care. 

Come out from your corners, 
show us the way! 

We need you so badly, we have 
become a pray 

For criminals, critics,eyh’itfs-'^and 
the likes, 

Even children are afraid to go out 


on their bikes. 

Washington! Our eyes are upon 
you! Beware of Rome! 

Bring back to us the will to stay 
at home, 

Not to run, give us help, instead 
of complaints, 

Punish the laziness, the apathy, 
which is wrong. 

Make us again proud and strong! 


I Am Scared Of Time. 


The pushing, the pulling, the reaching, the striving, 

The conquering, the discovering, the accomplishing, 

Will the human ’Drain, the computer's computer, 

Ever make a dent in the nothingness? 

A thought, like mist, which clouds the sun, 

Pushes thr'ough my heart: it's heavy. 

I arn scared of time. 

The earth, that globe, which spins around the sun, 

Over and over a.nd over, what is the purpose? 

In front of me a rose, the beautiful blossom, 

With the scent I like to preserve, but am not able to. 

When the petals of it will wither and fade away, 

Will I go with them, or leave something of me behind? 

Where will it go? Will it spin with that globe forever, 

Or just dissolve? The will to cling to it is stronger than reason. 

Doing everyday chores, being calm, 

Being busy, gay, happy, amusing, 

Maybe trying to invent a purpose? 

To be counted as one, not merely passing through... 



Dreams. 


Melting dreams, 

Snov/fl akes 

On a wet pavement 

Disappearing 

In disappointment 
One dream 
For life duration 
Luck? 


Success? 




A Tree. 


Lookin 


cr 


at myself in 


the little stream below, 


At my drying branches, I remember 
The long gone houses, 

The road full of people. 

Other trees surrounding the village. 


I remember the lovers, who stole kisses 
Under my branches; 

The lullabies, mothers used to sing to their children 
Sheltering them from the sun, 

On hot summer days. 

I remember Jonny, who used to play 
His guitar admiring me in his songs. 

It was so long ago... 








Four Seasons. 



The seasons in my garden intertwine. 

Soring with it’s unfolding flowers, 

Azalea bushes pink,red and white, 

The rhododendrons bloom richly, carefree 
Awaken with the first responce to beauty. 

Summer with sunshine, blooming mountain laurc.1, 
Tiger lilies, fruit trees, hydrangea. 

With summer storms, thunder, 

Trampled flowers, broken bushes. 


Fall, 

With ripe apple trees, 
Steady, with bloom gone, 
Rut fruit still pretty. 


Winter 

Under the cover of snow, 

Something left behind 

Will renew itself every spring 


• • • 




Yesterday. 

Y e s t e r d ay, ray y e s t e rd ay, 

Forever taken away from 
My calendar of life. 

If you were riches, 

I could recapture you, 

Sickness, get well. 

A wind, that blew away, 

Catch you some other day. 

But you're my yesterday, 

The best I can do 
Is lern iroin you. 


• • 








OLD AGE 


The stars shine bright in the sky 
Dark thoughts, like dark clouds 
Inside me. 

Oh bo d, give me a sign, 

That splits the time 
Which crosses the line 
Between the past and no future 
And another 

How to act,cope,live or die 
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He sits there staring 
in thoughts that cloud his days. 

All of a sudden the world collapsed around him, 
Active and vibrant , 
he created his business from scratch. 

He gave birth to it, 
every detail, every improvement 
he did single handedly. 

Now he sees it taken care of by others, 
unable to do it himself 
His thoughts, overwhelming, 
he doesn't share with me 
My life's companion does not talk to me. 

I let him know I care; I try to comfort 
Answered by silence or a shake of the head 
How can I penetrate the thoughts of that silent man, 
my life’s companion with whom I shared 
all the grief and hard times, 
and all the joys of happy ones. 

Sometimes his face is angry, 
sometimes sad, but always silent. 

What is a wife to do, but just love him 

Now he gets sicker and sicker 
My daughter says to me 
I have to let go 

But I hold on, do what is possible 
But the time has come 
His pain started to be unbearable 
People , including his Doctor, 
tell me that Go d was good to him 
To take him before the worst suffering began 
I don't know. 

He was a good father 
a good husband, a good friend 
Ready always to do favors 
for whoever needed something from him, 

He was compassionate and kind, 

Goodbye , my best friend. 







